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6 ¡DS Miss Keating. That 
is the keynote to life as I’m 
sure you’ll agree. It is a prin- 

ciple that we do stress here. Our clients 
demand it. They are all hand-picked 
families of course. And hand-picked 
gentleman.” 

Mr Naylor of Naylor Au Pair Agen- 
cy. Jane, 18, a pretty, neat looking 
blonde sitting in his office in her best 
navy blue suit had nodded in co-operative 
agreement. The Naylor Agency paid 
very good rates, the best you could get, 
and Jane was very keen to get taken on. 

Mr Naylor, a distinguished looking 
gentleman with greying temples, had 
produced a charming smile. ‘I shall have 
to put you through your paces, Miss 
Keating. That is my routine procedure. 
I feel I owe it to my clients. We must be 
sure a girl can accept discipline. But if 
you can...well, you are certainly a very 
attractive young lady.” 

Jane had blushed and said that yes, she 
could accept discipline although at the 
same time wondering what might be 
meant by putting her through her paces. 
Mr Naylor had then told her where to go 
and what to wear. Tomorrow. Tomor- 
row as today. 

Standing none too sure of herself now 
in this kitchen. Quite a small kitchen of 
this flat. Mr Naylor said it belonged to 
a friend of his and it was a convenient 
place to run through a few tests. What 
tests? Jane had taken off the coat she had 
worn to come here and was in just blouse 
and skirt and the white ankle socks and 
black heels that Mr Naylor had told her 
to wear. A plaid skirt. Plus now a little 
white apron that Mr Naylor had tied on 
her. They had been here a quarter of an 
hour. He had made some coffee and 
engaged her in general conversation. To 
put her at her ease no doubt. Now they 
were in this little kitchen. What now? 
Was she going to have to do some chores 
— cleaning or something — as a 
demonstration? 

“Ever had the cane, my dear?” 

The words coming out in Mr Naylor’s 
urbane, cultured voice so that it took a 
few instants for their meaning...Jane”s 
soft pink mouth opening and closing. The 
big blue eyes widening. Oh. Oh. Shak- 
ing her head. 

‘Never, Miss Keating? No, it is not so 
common nowadays I know. It used to be 
much more of a regular thing. Fathers 
caning their daughters; getting it at 
school; etc. etc. Very common. And 
some people nowadays rather regret its 
passing. What do you think, my dear?” 

What did she think? Suddenly flush- 
faced, Jane mumbled that she didn't 
know. The cane! Was he going to...do 
that? 

“What I want to do, Miss Keating, is 
give you a little touching up with the 
cane. It is a test that I always use with 
new girls. Is that all right?” 

The cane! Jane produced a sickiy grin. 
Was it a joke? Her mouth was all at once, 


full of saliva that needed swallowing. 

‘I always do it,’ Mr Naylor repeated. 
He was evidently assuming she was 
agreeable to the idea. ‘Stand here and lift 
your arms. Hold the clothes drier.’ 

Somehow Jane’s arms lifted up and did 
it. Without her really telling them to. 
Took hold of the wooden rails of the 
clothes drier that was tied up close to the 
ceiling. Holding it was part of the can- 
ing routine, she could sense that. This 
couldn’t really be happening, he couldn’t 
really cane her. But at the same time Jane 
knew it was happening. Mr Naylor had 
some clothes pegs. He was lifting the 
plaid skirt. Pegging the hem, front and 
back, high up on her blouse. Raising the 
skirt completely above her waist. 
Displaying the full length of her bare 
thighs, and her brief stripey knickers. 
She gave a whimpering sound. 

Mr Naylor’s face was close. His voice 
gentle, soothing: ‘It’s nothing to worry 
about, my dear. But we have to do it, my 
clients need to know it’s been done.’ 

Her hand gripping at the wooden rungs 
which, stretching her arms, Jane could 
just reach. The soft voice again: ‘And I 
shall have to slip your knickers down 
now. But don’t be alarmed.’ 

He was doing just that. She stood still, 
though trembling. It was happening, as 
in a dream. Mr Naylor sliding the skim- 
py knickers down. A little part of her 
mind panicking, desperate to grab them, 
but she didn’t. The knickers came down, 
off of her bottom. And of course the 
front too. And now...and now... 

Mr Naylor had the cane. In this sort 
of dream Mr Naylor had the cane. His 
other arm round her waist and he was 
bending down, face close to her bottom. 
The cane snapping against the soft under- 
side of the bare cheeks. Not really hard 
because Mr Naylor was so close. But 
enough to give a real feel to it. So that 
she knew it wasn’t really a dream. It was 
real. 

Jane hung onto the firm reality of the 
wooden rungs. Mr Naylor was standing 
up. Making ‘Hmmm’ sounds. Standing 
back. She caught her breath. It was to 
give himself room, she realised... 

CRACK... 

‘Aaaaiieeekkk!’ Oh Jesus Christ A real 
hard one. Scorching in across the 
ripeness of her bare bottom. No dream 
feeling now. ‘No...’ she yelped. ‘No, 
you can’t...’ 

CRACK... 

‘Aaaiiioowwwhhh!’ 

It had simply come in the same as 
before. Stinging her like a swarm of 
bees. Jane’s hands abruptly let go of the 
rungs and slid down to grasp the shock- 
ed hemispheres. Making little mewling 
sounds. Mr Naylor came close, his hands 
taking her shoulders. 

‘Sting, does it, my dear?’ 

An unintelligible sound in reply, but 
no doubt one of desperate agreement. 
One of Mr Naylor’s hands came down 
to where Jane’s hands were, rubbing at 


her stinging rear. “It's meant to, of 
course. But it doesn't last long, the 
sting.’ His hand endeavouring to assist 
in what she was doing: to get a section 
of bare bottom and no doubt rub away 
that sharp pain. A squeal from Jane...as 
the hand in fact slid in underneath those 
hot cheeks. 

That persuasive voice, the owner of the 
(was it accidental?) shocking hand: 
‘Hands up again then, Miss. We must 
have a few more. Come on. You’re not, 
doing badly so far.’ 

Six. Six of them altogether. Those 
stinging cuts across Jane’s ripe rump. 
She thought she wouldn't be able to sit 
down afterwards. But she was sitting 
down, out in the lounge again. More cof- 
fee. Sipping it, her heart still thudding 
like a train. Her bottom...In the plaid 
skirt. The pegs were gone now and the 
skirt was down, and also Mr Naylor had 
taken the apron. And that wasn’t all. Her 
knickers: he had tugged them on down 
and off after that last stinger. While Jane, 
in the pain, was barely aware it was 
happening. 

She knew now though. Even though 
her bottom still hurt there was that 
special feeling of having no knickers on. 
That special feeling when you are alone 
with a man at least. Mr Naylor. Charm- 
ing Mr Naylor who had used his cane on 
her and whose hand had already 
gone...in there... 

‘All right, my dear? You can take that, 
can you?’ 

What did that mean? Could you...get 
the cane from the agency clients? 
Flushing, she said, ‘I don’t...I mean I 
won’t...have to...?’ 

Mr Naylor smiled that urbane smile. 
‘The clients? Well of course, some of 
them...Yes some of them will expect 
to...some gentlemen especially. Nothing 
outrageous of course. Nothing a girl 
can’t take. Oh no, I wouldn’t allow that. 
But she has to be prepared...It is very 
much part of the traditional flavour that 
my agency has. We are noted for it. In 
a very discreet way, naturally. So there 
is no need to bother on that score. Oh 
yes, extremely discreet.’ 

He smiled again. ‘You did take it very 
well, young lady. Very well indeed for 
a first go at it. Yes.’ 

‘I can’t.” The words popping sharply 
out from the soft pink mouth. Although 
shocked at what he had said Jane felt a 
bit surprised that she had said it, that she 
had been bold enough. Because Mr 
Naylor in spite ‘of that seductively soft 
voice had a powerful aura of authority 
about him. Which was why she had stood 
there and let him take her knickers down. 
And then cane her. 

‘I can’t,’ she breathed again, shaking 
her head this time for emphasis. “No. Not 
that cane...’ 

Mr Naylor came across, to sit at her 
side. ‘You’re being silly, my dear. Of 
course you can. It’s nothing, not really. 
You’ve just had it and it wasn’t a pro- 


blem, was it? It is simply something that 
some gentlemen like to do. And I am 
very keen to have you with us. You’re 
a very pretty, charming, well brought up 
young lady. Yes.” 

As he said those words Mr Naylor’s 
hand was feeling Jane's tits. Squeezing 
and mounding them through the thin 
blouse. It sort of took her breath away 
and there was that same panicky urge, 
as there had been when he slid her 
knickers down. The urge to push that 
hand away. But she didn't. Somehow 
couldn't. Hot-faced, Jane bit her lip. 

‘I know what you need,’ Mr Naylor 
said. “Something to settle you. Come 
on.’ He was standing, and pulling her to 
her feet. 

He led her through into another room. 
It was a bedroom, with a double bed. Mr 
Naylor held her close. His mouth against 
her ear said softly, ‘A little lie down, my 
dear. Mmmm?” His hands went down to 
the waistband of the plaid skirt. Un- 
fastening. Jane with that dream-like feel- 
ing again. As the skirt slid down. Sitting 
on the side of the bed where Mr Naylor 
had pulled the covers back. He was ben- 
ding to slip off her shoes. 

Lying in the bed. Skirt and knickers 
and shoes off. It had to be some sort of 
dream. Her heart pounding as she wat- 
ched Mr Naylor undoing his own shoes. 
Then standing. His hands at his belt. All 
of this had to be a dream — but she had 
never dreamt anything like it before. 

Mr Naylor on top of her. 

It had to be a dream because she didn't 
do this sort of thing. The same as that 
caning couldn't really happen to a girl. 
Could it? 

Mr Naylor's urbane voice as soft as 
ever: ‘My clients...my dear...they will 
think...you’re quite...first class...’ 


= Ural Es 


[4 M r Stimford, her mother said 
reading from Aunt Clare's 
letter and the name im- 
mediately set up a response, alarm bells 
jangling in her daughter's head. A forgot- 
ten name but not really, just lying dor- 
mant in her mind and covered with layers 
of other things, other experiences, plea- 
sant ones mostly, so that ‘Stimford’ was 
almost dead and buried. But it wasn't 
dead and it now came back, rolling up 
to the surface. At first vague and 
unrecognised, just the alarm bell, and 
then, oh yes, of course. She saw him, pic- 
tured him. And that place: the village 
hall. And in particular the loft, up the 
stepladder. That dusty, dimly-lit 
triangular roof space. 
“Eileen! Are you listening? Or 
day-dreaming?” : 


She shook h 4 ing the soft, E 
short, londe curls. Her cheeks 
were flushing, she could feel. As if her 


mother might know what she was pictur- 
ing, might somehow know about Mr ` 
Stimford. She couldn't, no one could 
know. Except of course Mr Stimford : 
himself. Though some of the other girls 
might guess as it was not impossible he 
had taken others up alone into the loft, 
the storeroom for all that stuff; camping 
gear, sports equipment. Taken them up 
there and... 


‘Did you hear what I said, dear? Mr 
Stimford. You remember, he e 
Guides or Rangers or whatever it was. 
You were helping him when you stayed 
with Aunt Clare right after” you left 
- school. Don’t tell me you've forgotten. 

Forgotten. Well, she had somehow 
managed to push it down out of sight. But 
it was there now. Every little detail it 
seemed. Eileen could see it all, firmly 
focussed. She could see on the bare 
wooden floor a broken tennis racket, the 
strings supporting dust-covered cobwebs. 
And draped over the racket handle, where 
they had been carelessly dropped, her 
own blue knickers. 

‘Yes Mum. Of course.” Words foced 
out. Yes she could remember. It was 
dreadful but it was in the past. Three 
years ago. Before her three years of col- 
lege. But she didn't want to be remind- 
ed. And why...? 

She listened with mounting horror as 
her mother read out what she had read 
out before, moments earlier, but Eileen 
hadn't heard, engrossed in the returning 
memory. It seemed that, quite unknown 
to her, her mother had spoken to Aunt 
Clare and arranged for Eileen to go there 
again. So nice down there in the coun- 
try, Sussex. And Aunt Clare's letter was . 
saying of course Eileen could. And 
also...she would be able to help Mr Stim- 
ford again. 

‘No Mum!’ a 

‘Why ever not, Eileen?’ Her mother’s 
eyes sharply wide. “You know you were 
saying you were going to be at a loose 
end, nothing to do for a month. It'll be 


S, but Mr Stimford. But 
that. 

ou think it’ll put Aunt 

it. She’ll love to see you. 

At you ring her up and 

fd tell her when you’ll be 


Inny June day. They had been 
days last time. A year ago 
en eighteen. July then. Hot 
in the village hall, but cooling 
hat in the evening. ‘Right, you 
can go now. Eileen and I will 
ear away. They had gone off, 
e sunlit evening. Had there 
glances? Mr Stimford and 
i ford and his pretty assis- 
$ . Girlis®giggles outside. ‘What d’you 
bët, Monig . 
It was, t weekend, the Saturday. 
She hz n there three days and Aunt 
Clare ten to be helpful and nice to 
everyc ad no doubt said ‘Of course’ 
to ord when he had noticed the 
new al. Of course she would love to 
| | he as a temporary assistant. And 
been a Ranger back at home so 
t he would find her very useful. 
\ « es, Aunt Clare loved to do her little 


good deeds. And Eileen had seen no 
reason why she shouldn't oblige. Mr 
imford was all right, wasn't he? Just an 
sort of man running a Ranger 

group. Wasn't he?  : 


Those sharp eyes going over her. The 
pretty blonde head and thesnice figure, 
tallish, slim. But the eyes didn't mean 
anything, did they? Shaking her head. 
No, she didn't have any uniform with her. 
“Not to worry, 1 can no doubt get 
something together. Let's have a look. 
And Mr Stimford had produced a tape 
measure. That had been a little shock, the 
first shock, his hands there through her 
thin summer frock. At the time she had 
thought, well, he's got to do it. Her waist. 
Then her bust. Sliding the tape up her 
back, up under her arms, and then round 
in front, over the firm bulges. His fingers 
briefly rubbing over the nipples, causing : 
a little gasp to pop out. There was just: » 
the thin frock and a light bra underneath. ; y; 
Feeling herself trembling. The hip 
measurement that followed had been 

. worse. But he had to do it, didn’t he? And - 
he didn’t mean it, his fingers there...and - 
then there. She had stood still, as still as - 
she could. Not thinking then that Mr . 
Stimford...And then unbelievably, the 
whole thing had to be done again, so that 
Mr Stimford could be certain of his 
measurements, only this time she had had 
to take everything off, every stitch —! 

He had found a uniform: a navy pleated 
skirt and lighter blue blouse. Also a pair 
of school-type navy knickers. Mr Stim- 
ford smiling. “We may as well be properly 
dressed, eh?’ He had wanted her to put 
these things on there and then, in his: 


house, his front room, but he hadn't in- 
sisted when she balked at that. Perhaps 
he hadn't wanted to scare her off, before 
he could get down to business. 

Oh yes, she could remember all that, 
as if it were yesterday, as she walked 
along the lane from the bus stop. Could 
she say she didn't want to see him again. 
Didn't want to help? She had some work 
to do, reading. Or she was feeling off- 
colour. She was feeling off-colour. Sick, 
in fact. Oh God. There was Aunt Clare's 
house. And round the corner, shortly 
coming into sight, would be ir. The 
village hall. 

Oh dear God... 

“Eileen! How nice to see you!” But Aunt 
Clare had scarcely got that out before it 
was: ‘Mr Stimford. He was so pleased 
when I told him you were coming again. 
And d’you know what? He said he 
thought he still had that old uniform you 
wore last time. 

Eileen saw a blur before her eyes. And 
in the blur it wasn't Aunt Clare and her 
sitting room it was something else. That 
dusty, dimly-lit sloping-roofed room. Her 
and Mr Stimford. And Mr Stimford was 
saying... 

They were in the loft. The others had 
gone off and Eileen and Mr Stimford had 
climbed up into the loft. Up the steplad- 
der, Eileen having to go first and not hap- 
py about that because it meant that down 
below Mr Stimford could look right up 
her skirt. Up her bare thighs and up to 
the tight and rather skimpy navy 
Knickers: they were in fact a couple of 
sizes too small so they were tight. It was 
possible of course that he wouldn't look 
but by now after having been with him 
most of the day she had not much doubt 
that he would. They had been on an ex- 
pedition out in some woods and there had 
been a number of things to make her now 
think that those hands which had been 
measuring her had not been accidental. 


A couple of surreptitious slaps to her bot- 
tom for one thing, and then later Mr 
Stimford had managed to get her alone, 
sending the others off on a foray. 7 

How were the knickers? They weren’t 
too tight, were they? Colouring, Eileen 
said no, although they were. But no 
wasn’t good enough. Mr Stimford wanted 
to see. And he did see. Making her lift 
her skirt. And then his hands going 
where they'd gone when he was measurss 
ing. Only even more now and now there 
was no skirt, just the cotton knickers. His E 
hands over her bottom. And then eo 8 
ween her legs. Checking the tightni 
there. And Eileen with her skirt held high 
having to let it happen. Having to sma, 
there. Shaking. Knees trembling. With 
the hands handling. ..everything.! 

Up in the loft they were supposed to 
be sorting the things out but Mr Stimford 
didn't show much interest in that. No, it 
was something else. She couldn't believe 
it at first and when she did realise what 
he was saying she assumed it must be a 
joke. But it wasn't. He was serious. His 
excuse was that the girls had been mess- 
ing about and Eileen should have stop- 
ped them. So therefore... 

So therefore he was going to take her 
Knickers down and spank her bottom. Up . 
there in the quiet of the dusty, warm- 
from-the-hot-afternoon-sun loft. 

‘Come on Eileen. It won't take a mo- 
ment. But I must have discipline and that 
includes you while you're here helping. 
You must see that.’ 

Eileen didn't see it, but he did it all the 
same. In spite of all the yelps and pro- 
testations. Sat down on that chair and 
pulled her over his lap. Got her skirt up 
and then tugged the tight knickers down 
around her knees. Then really letting her 
have it. Belabouring her bare bottom with 
hard, stinging smacks. 

It kept on and she got in quite a state, 
the hot pain in her bottom and also the 


whole thing, the whole shocking thing. 
So that she wasn't quite sure what hap- 
pened at the end, what was the exact se- 
quence of events. Except that she found 
herself on the floor. Or rather on a 
crumpled groundsheet on the floor- 
boards. She was on her back and her skirt 
was off and so were her knickers, or vir- 
tually so, in a crumpled ball around one 
ankle. She was sprawling, her legs 
somehow spread wide, and Mr Stim- 
ford...He was there too. Sitting at her 
side, bending over. And his hand... 

His voice soft but urgent: “Come on, 
Eileen. You know you want it. A girl your 
age needs it after that. An 18 year old 
girl... 

She couldn't stop him. Couldn't stop 
what he was doing. What his hand was 
at. She should stop him, or try to, 
because it was dreadful, even more 
dreadful than his spanking her bare bot- 
tom, but the result of what he was doing 
was that she couldn't stop him. Not even 
really try. She couldn't do anything. She 
probably couldn't have got up even if the 
roof started caving in. What Mr Stimford 
was doing...Eileen could hear herself 
gasping...and sobbing. Sounds that were 
becoming more urgent, more rhythmic. 

The sounds continued. Increasing in 
pitch and intensity. Until they finally 
came together into one long, desperate, 
wailing screech 

Mr Stimford said, ‘That’ 

And then, ‘I hope no one hea 

were rather noisy. And 

‘OK. Get your things on. Y 

 You’d better go out first. da 
The vision receded. Shg.wasn't in:the 

village hall loft, cmt, Clare vie RE 

“Sitting room. Aunt Clare_was 

something, and of course it was Wa about Mr Mr 


Stimford. 

“He said would you go round ar see 
him as soon as you arrived. He’s got 
some expedition or something planned 
that he wants you to help#with’ Aunt 
Clare laughed. ‘He does séem very keen 
on you, Eileen. You obviously made a big | 
impression. But anyway we’ll have a cup 
of tea first. I'm sure you can do with one.’ 

A cup of tea! She was going to need 
more than that. She couldn't go and see. 
him, not after what he'd done. And not 
just that once. Four times altogether. d 
Each time pleading with him: ‘Look, V _ 
can't... you can’t...No... But Mr Stimford 
nonetheless making her. Making her 
climb up into the loft again. ‘Don’t be sil- 
ly, Eileen. Don’t be disobedient. A girl 
gets her bottom smacked for disobe- 
dience.’ But Eileen was going to get her 
bottom smacked anyway. And after 
that. Come on, let's relieve the tension. 
Yes, Eileen. Don't be a silly girl. You 
know you...That's better... That's a good 
girl? And with her bottom hot and glow- 
ing, everything hot and glowing, Eileen 
once more hadn't been able to help 
herself. 

Afterwards walking back to Aunt 
Clare's, on legs that had lost all their 
strength, sure that all the eyes of the 
village were focussed on her, that they all 
knew. 1f she happened to meet anyone 
wanting to sink into the ground. And then 
Aunt Clare, always bright and cheerful 
Aunt Clare. Surely she must know, must 
be able to sense... 

“When you've finished, Eileen dear, I 
did say you'd go straight round. A little 
pause. “Oh by the way. You remember 
that loft you used to use? In the hall? 

Did she remember it! Eileen could feel 
the colour rushing to her cheeks. 


“Well they can't use it anymore. The 
floor's not safe. Since about a year ago 
now I suppose.’ 

Eileen walked out in a dream — though 
the whole thing, coming back here, had 
been something of a dream. But now 
there wasn't any loft. She couldn't be 
made to go up there. It was off-limits, un- 
safe. So the loft was only in the past, it 
couldn’t happen again. Still with its over- 
whelming memory but it couldn’t happen 
now. That awful business was in the past. 
And Mr Stimford? Well, perhaps he had 
forgotten about it. She would push it out 
of her mind and act as if it had never hap- 
pened. He just wanted some help with the 
group, that was all. She could face him, 
because there wasn’t any loft. 

Was all that logical? Eileen told herself 
it was, it had to be. But still as she ap- 
proached Mr Stimford’s house she felt 
that awful empty feeling in the pit of her 


stomach. It was all aÿear ago. It was a 
over. 

‘Hello, Eileen. How nice to seé you 
again. If it was all over Mr Spin ford/ 
opening his door, looked and’ soundéd 
just the same. And he was looking 2 
in just that same way. Eileen co 
her heart pounding, and her leg 
walked past him were decided 
was all over, he wasn't going | a 
of that awful business. The loft. Th 
was no more loft. y 

Then she gave a sudden; whimpering, 
gasp. Mr Stimford's hand was at her bot- 
tom. Patting. 

‘Put on any weight, Eileen? I'll have to 
check, won't I? My measure. 


The hand stopped patting. And took 
hold of her bottom. Squeezing the cheek. 
Eileen stumbled forward, almost falling 
over. No, Mr Stimford hadn't changed. 
He was still the same, loft or no loft. She 
tried to squirm away. She was 21. 
‘Please...look...I’m... 

_ Mr Stimford grabbing her. Backing her 
up against the hall wall. His face came 
close. “We haven't forgotten, have we, 


Eileen? Obedience and discipline. Those 
are what a girl has to remember. The face 
came closer. 

. ‘Don’t tell me you've forgotten that. If 
you have I’d better have your knickers 
down right away. Give that pretty bottom 
a little lesson. Eh?” 

Eileen heard herself protesting. But not 
telling him firmly, authoritatively, that 
she wasn't having any of that. Instead 
protesting in that same silly, helpless way 
as before. In the same way that Mr Stim- 
ford had never taken any notice of and 
he wasn't taking any notice now. He was 
instead hoisting up her skirt, right there 
against the hall wall. Hoisting it up in 
spite of her fluttering hands, and then 
pulling down her pink nylon knickers. 

‘Come on, Eileen. You're still only a 
girl you know. And we both know what 
girls need. 

It wasn't the loft, it was Mr Stimford's 
sitting room. But it was the same thing. 
Eileen was over his lap. Her bare bottom 
up and her head down. Mr Stimford's 
hand was splatting hard down. 

It wasn't the loft but it was just the 
same. 

And afterwards... 


THE LESSON 


A harem outfit. That was what it was. She had open- 
ed the parcel and looked, bewildered, at the contents. 
Holding them up. Then she realised: harem trousers 
and jacket. And the note tucked inside: ‘I’ll call for 
you tomorrow at 10 o’clock sharp. Have these on. 
You can put a coat on top. Don't keep me waiting. 
Or...’ It was signed Brian Bradstock. 

Mr Bradstock was the new man at the TV rental 
shop, replacing old Mr Atkins who had just retired. 
Mr Bradstock was not like Mr Aitkins. Not at all. Mr 
Atkins had allowed her to get way behind on the TV 
rental payments. Simply saying each month could she 
manage something next month, and then next 
month...well, the same thing. So that she had got 
nine months behind. And now suddenly here was this 
Mr Bradstock yesterday, coming round and saying it 
had to be paid right up to date immediately. Or else. 
Debbie couldn't pay it. She didn't have it. Gary gave 
her the money for it with her housekeeping but the 
way things were, prices...the money just disappeared. 
She couldn't even pay even one month right now, let 
alone the nine in arrears. 

‘Maybe a summons then,” horrible Mr Bradstock had 
suggested. ‘A court action. All reported in the local 
rag of course.” 

She made a desperate, despairing sound. 

Mr Bradstock's face had come close. “If you can't 
pay right away, Mrs Simpkins, I think we need some 
sort of lesson. Eh? So you won't get in that position 
again.” 

That had been yesterday. And now this morning that 
youth from the shop had brought round the parcel. 
With this inside. Harem trousers. The jacket. And 
this note. 

At the bottom Mr Bradstock had added: ‘Just these 
two items, Mrs Simpkins. Understand? No knickers 
or bra. Unless you want us to take legal action.” 
Debbie’s hand came up and she chewed a nervous 
fingernail. What...? What stuck in her mind was that 
no knickers or bra bit. The trousers were see- 
through. Transparent. Oh God? Whatever Mr 
Bradstock meant to do was not going to be nice. 
What was he going to do? Well, she would find out. 
She had no choice but to do what he said, however 
horrible. She didn't have the money and she didn't 
dare ask Gary for it. 

Mr Bradstock was right on time. 10 o’clock as Deb- 
bie saw his car outside. She had the outfit on: the 


fully transparent trousers and the little brocaded 
jacket. Nothing underneath. A pair of sandals on her 
feet. She took a deep breath and put on her coat. 
What were the neighbours going to think, seeing her 
go off with Mr Bradstock? At least she had her coat 
on. She pulled the legs of the trousers up to her 
Knees: that way you couldn't see. 

In the car Mr Bradstock pushed her coat open, to see 
the trousers. He grunted. ‘Nothing under I hope?” 
She couldn't answer: numb with apprehension. Deb- 
bie had been pretty much that way ever since yester- 
day morning. Gary had wanted to know why she was 
so quiet. A headache, she said. Debbie didn't have a 
headache now, she just felt sick. 

Out in the country to a cottage. White walls and 
beams. Did Mr Bradstock live here? More to the 
point what was he going to do? He had said nothing 
in the car except, ‘What you need, Mrs Simpkins, is 
a good lesson. Isn't that right?” 

Inside the cottage he now said, ‘Right. Get that coat 
off. And those sandals.” 

The lesson. She was going to get her lesson, 
whatever it was. Debbie whispered, ‘I...I°ll try and 
get the money. Just give me a few weeks.’ 

‘Yes, Mrs Simpkins. It’s always a few weeks, isn’t 
it? Let’s see you. Take the trousers off.’ 

Then she saw: from somewhere, there was a cane in 
Mr Bradstock’s hand. 

“No!” she screeched. ‘No. You can’t....aaaiieeehhh!’ 
The cane had sliced in across her flank. Debbie’s 
hand moving automatically to stop it caught the blow 
partly on her wrist. ‘Aaaooouuuhhh!’ she squealed. 
‘Get them off then. We’re going to have a lesson, 
Mrs Simpkins. Unless you want to be up in court. 
The lesson is we mustn’t get behind with our 
payments. Now get the trousers off.” 

Whimpering she slid them down and off. 

‘That’s it. Now we’re going to give you the cane, my 
lady. I’m going to make that backside so hot you 
won’t want to sit on it for a week. But first of all 
let’s smack it, shall we? Come here, over my lap.’ 
Mr Bradstock had put the cane down and was sitting 
on the settee. Debbie was shaking. That cane. He 
was going to cane her bare bottom. She shook her 
head. 

‘Come here!’ 

Over his lap. Mr Bradstock’s hard hand beating down 
on her soft bare bottom. Really knocking the breath 


out of her. It hurt and it was dreadfully humiliating. 
But she was thinking of the cane. He couldn't cane 
her... 

The spanking continued...and then she was standing, 
her bottom burning. Mr Bradstock was standing too, 
his face red. And the cane... 

“Right. Now the cane. Get on the table. That's where 
P'm going to do it. Get on your back, with your legs 
up in the air. You’ll enjoy that, eh?” 

Oh Christ! As the meaning sank in. Not like that. She 
tried to plead with Mr Bradstock but he wasn’t in- 
terested in pleading. He was interested in his pound 
of flesh. In humiliating her in other words. That posi- 
tion...upside down with the whole of her pussy on 
display. And also of course that cane. Her blood run- 
ning hot and cold as she made herself get up on the 
table. In that awful position Mr Bradstock wanted. 
Lifting her legs. Seeing him gazing at it. She felt 
sick. But there was the other thing to come. The real 
business. That cane in his hand...The cane that Mr 
Bradstock was now raising. Debbie's wrist still hur- 
ting from where it had caught that one. Now it was 
coming down on her bare, freshly spanked bottom. 
She gave a frantic yelp for mercy. But she knew... 
‘Aaaarrraaaggghhh!’ 

Oh Jesus Christ! He couldn’t. He couldn’t hit her like 
that. But he had. 

‘Stay there. Stay like I told you. You’re getting 

Six... 
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YES, MY 
FUHRER 


6 uhrer, he said. ‘Call me Fuhrer. 
Ex Fuhrer. Can't you 
remember that?” 

‘I'm sorry, Mr Catford, the girl said. 
‘I mean, my Fuhrer. I keep forgetting.’ 

‘Well don’t forget. The nation’s youth 
must be strong and fit and alert. And that 
goes for its young women as much as 
men. Just because you’re not at the front 
is no excuse for idle sluggards. Or girls 
who forget the simplest things. Have you 
got that, Elsa?’ 

“Yes my Fuhrer.’ 

He brought his face close. ‘Good. 
Because the next time I shall have to take 
action. I shall have those knickers down. 
Have you got that?’ 

Samantha chewed at her lower lip and 
said “Yes my Fuhrer. Mr Catford would 
do that anyway. Find some excuse. Even 
if she did remember not to call him Mr 
Catford. That was the whole point of it, 
or one of the points of it. Smacking her 
bum. Or caning it. Had Hitler, Mr Cat- 
ford’s idol, been keen on smacking girls’ 
bums? She had never heard that he had. 
Or making girls march up and down in 
front of him, come to that. 

Mr Catford sat down in the armchair. 
‘I think I'd better have a look at it anyway. 
Before we do some more marching. Your 
bottom, Elsa, that’s the key place to see 
if a girl’s fit and in shape, or if she’s too 
fat. Eh? Let me see it. Come here, closer, 
and lift your skirt. 


Chewing her lip again, Samantha step- 
ped forward in the chunky black shoes, 
close to Mr Catford's chair. And turned, 
to present her bottom to him. She wasn't 
keen on all this but after Mr Catford had 
found out a couple of things she didn't 
have a lot of choice. It’s only a game, he 
had said at first but it was a game he 
played for real. This wasn't Mr Catford’s 
place in their boring little town in Sur- 
rey, it was the Fuhrer's secret retreat deep 
in the Black Forest. And Elsa Richter had 
been sent to him for special training. Her 
mother was overjoyed at this. Frau 
Richter that was, not Samantha's, mother 
who didn't know. 

Certainly her mother didn't know about 
this uniform which was kept here at the 
secret retreat in the Black Forest. The 
grey shirt and skirt and red tie and cord. 
And of course stockings. Women did 
wear stockings in those days. Mr Catford 
was very keen on stockings. 

Samantha lifted up the dark skirt to 
reveal the whole length of the tan stock- 


ings, tautly fastened at their darker rims 
by the clasps of a white suspender belt. 
Her pale, rounded thighs and then above, 
the white knickers. She hoisted it right 
up, round her waist. She guessed...Yes. 

His hands on her hips. Fingers hook- 
ing into the waistband of the knickers. 
Sliding them down. The Fuhrer had to 
have a proper look of course. The bare 
flesh. The soft bare flesh of a German 
maiden's bottom. What better sight for a 
man bedevilled by the cares of war, by 
incompetent generals. Yes, the soft, firm 
hindquarters of a young German girl, 18, 
in her prime. Coming soon into the age 
for breeding: sturdy sons for the nation's 
future. But right now...His hands were 
caressing the silky curves. 

“Getting proper rations at home, Elsa? 
Healthy foods? And of course exercise?” 

A mumbled ‘Yes my Fuhrer.’ She 
shifted her feet in the chunky black shoes. 
Opened her mouth and closed it again. 
This sort of thing... 

‘Part your legs, Elsa. And bend 
forward.’ 

Oh God! But doing it. Parting her feet 
so that the knickers at the level of her 
stocking tops were stretched taut. And 
bending. Mr Catford’s hand... taking hold 
of her. That plump fuzzy fruit. Parting 
the outer lips. She gave a little moan. Mr 
Catford’s voice thick, a bit jerky: 
‘No...ah...experiments I hope, Elsa. A 
German girl...must keep her purity, 

She moaned again, managed a sound 
of assent, squirmed her hips. His 
hand...her mouth opened, pink tongue 
moistening pink lips. Christ. She could 
feel herself all wet. And the hand...the 
fingers... 


PR da EN 


The hand finally came away. ‘AI right. 
Pull them up. Let's have some drill now. 
I trust you have been practising, Elsa. 
Drill is essential for our young people. 
Drill and discipline. 

Her breathing agitated, as if she'd just 
run for the bus. That sort of thing. ..Grab- 
bing her knickers up. She was all shaky. 
Her knees felt like rubber. But she'd bet- 
ter concentrate on the marching. 
Otherwise... 

Erect, back straight, chin up. 
Shoulders back. Tits in the grey shirt 
thrust out. Arms coming forward and up 
as if they had no joint at the elbow. Knees 
high, lifting the skirt. Swinging forward, 
across the centre of the room like a toy 
clockwork soldier. Up to the wall, mark 
time, turn, come back. Forget the wob- 
bly knees, forget the hand. Just keep your 
chin up and eyes to the front. 

The seated figure with its clipped black 
moustache and characteristic flat 
hairstyle watching with studied gaze. His 
stick in hand ensured high knees and 
straight back. Battles were important of 
course but really no more important than 
the training of the nation’s youth. Girls 
especially. Young women: breeders and 


guardians of the fatherland’s future. Yes, 
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the nation's great leader could always find 
time for this rewarding task. 

‘Knees higher, Elsa. And keep the 
shoulders back. 

She kept going. Across the room and 
back. It made your legs ache, your thighs, 
having to lift your knees like this. But 
make yourself keep going. If Mr Catford 
thought you were slacking...or not fit... 

‘Halt, Fraulein Elsa. Face me, at 
attention. 

She came to a welcome stop. A hand 
up to her forehead brushing back a damp 
curl. Then at attention, fingers stretched 
at her sides. Chin up, eyes front. The eyes 
met those of Mr Catford as he stood up. 

‘Sweating, Elsa? After only a few 
minutes marching?” 

She took a deep breath. “Not real- 
ly...my Fuhrer. It makes your legs ache, 
though. With your knees right up. 

Mr Catford grunted. His hands were 
feeling her tits in the grey shirt. Nothing 
underneath of course, no bra. A fit young 
woman did not need such things. Mr Cat- 
ford now at the shirt buttons. Unfasten- 
ing. Samantha stood still, remaining at 
attention. A German maiden being in- 
spected by the nation's leader. What a 
privilege. He was now pulling the unbut- 
toned shirt open. 

She gave a little squeak as he took hold 
of her bare tits. Firm and round they were 
not in need of a bra, although normally 
of course Samantha wore one. Except 
when here in the secret retreat in the 
Black Forest. She came in her normal 


clothes, you could hardly wear this stuff 
in the street. Changing upstairs in the 
bedroom, Samantha Masters going up 
and Elsa Richter coming down. ‘Good 
afternoon, my Fuhrer. 

His fingers playing with the nipples 
which were already half erect. Elsa 
Richter naturally did not object to the 
great man handling her tits, it was an 
honour. Samantha chewed her lip, mak- 
ing herself stand still. 

He stopped. A final pinch to each now 
fully erect nipple and then he was but- 
toning up her shirt. ‘We’ll have another 
little spell, Elsa. And this time...so that 
I can see better the leg action... 

She knew what he was going to say. As 
he fastened the top but one button. “We’ll 
have another little spell, Elsa. And this 
time...so that I can see better the leg 
action...’ 

She knew what he was going to say. As 
he fastened the top but one button. “We'll 
have the skirt and knickers off. So that 
I can observe the leg action. 

And her bare bottom. And her pussy. 
Observe them. Samantha didn’t like mar- 
ching like that. Didn’t like it at all. But 
there were a number of things she didn’t 
like that she nonetheless had to do. Un- 
fastening her skirt and stepping out of it. 
And then, pink-faced, her knickers. 
Tucking the tail of the shirt in her belt. 
Mr Catford — the Fuhrer — didn't want 
shirt-tails in the way. She stood to atten- 
tion again. 

Mr Catford, after eyeing her pussy, 
came round to the back. His hand at her 
bare bottom. Caressing. Then a brisk 
slap. ‘Good. March then, Fraulein Elsa. 
And let me see spirit and enthusiasm in 


every step. 

Doing it all again. Only this time your 
bum was bare and so was your pussy. 
Your bare bottom jouncing at each step, 
left cheek and then right, as the knees 
were raised high and the chunky-shoed 
feet banged down. Keep doing it just as 
well as you could because otherwise poor 
Elsa... 

Although the unfortunate fact was that 
however well she did it, poor Elsa could 
not do it well enough. And that normal- 
ly meant... 

‘Halt, Fraulein Elsa. Atten-shun? 

Now it would come. 

Mr Catford getting up from his chair. 
She was trying no doubt, and improving. 
Just a little. But not perfect yet. Was it 
possible for a girl to be perfect in her 
drill? Mr Catford smoothed his hand over 
his flat black hair. He combed it dif- 
ferently, straight back, when he went out. 
A man didn't want to invite strange looks. 
But here in the secret retreat he wore it 
in the proper style, so familiar in a hun- 
dred newsreels and archive films. He 
smoothed it carefully down. 

‘Not perfect, Elsa. And so we must 
have something to remind us, to try even 
harder. Eh?” 

No!’ she gritted. “Please....my Fuhrer. 
I hate it. 

The Fuhrer smiled. ‘It is part of a girl’s 
training, Elsa. Accepting punishment. 
Come on, up on the table” 

She absolutely hated it. Getting up on 
the table and lying on her back without 
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her knickers on with her legs up, gripp- 
ing behind her stockinged knees. A real- 
ly awful position because of what you in- 
evitably had on blatant display like that. 
Everything a girl had right there square- 
ly before his eyes. But it was also an awful 
position for the cane. 

The cane seemed to be quite the worst 
like that. Worse than bending over 
touching her toes or bent over the arm 
of his chair. On the full undercurve of her 
bottom which was where Mr Catford 
always applied it. Nasty stinging cuts on 
those upturned undercurves. So that 
when he did start Samantha almost forgot 
the awfulness of her position. 

In position now she made a groaning, 
wailing sound. Mr Catford observed the 
reluctant display with a clear, unblinking 
eye. No false modesty allowed when a 
girl was being trained and disciplined by 
the great leader. He flexed the cane in his 
two hands. He would have to get onto that 
general — what was his name? The Rus- 
sian area of operations was not going 
well, he would have to try and put some 
backbone into those so-called military 
men. But for the moment there were 
these other matters. Just as important. 
What was the point of winning battles if 
at home things were allowed to fall apart? 
Training and discipline of young German 
womanhood: nothing was more important 
than that. 

The Fuhrer had another studied look 
at Elsa's reluctantly revealed private parts. 
And then he raised the whippy cane. 


WOMEN IN UNIFORM 


Tom B. was a young man of 27 who spent all his 
available time helping out at a riding stable. Well 
educated and with a good job, he told me he didn’t in 
fact like horses and ‘all that horse shit.” Odd? Well not 
really. What Tom was interested in, indeed rather 
obsessed by, was the lady riders who came to use the 
stables. Ladies in the uniform of hard hat and hacking 
jacket or shirt, boots, and of course riding jodhpurs. 
Tight cotton twill over female haunches. That was the 
attraction for Tom. 

I say was, though it no doubt still is, but it was a cou- 
ple of years ago that I met Tom in the course of a study 
I was carrying out: Women in Uniform: Her Attraction 
For The Male. lt was a subject which had always in- 
trigued me because I am myself one of those males who 
finds that women in uniform can at times be quite ir- 
resistible and it seemed to me to be a fairly widespread 
trait. But what exactly was the attraction, and was it the 
same for all men? It seemed an area well worth resear- 
ching — and one which I could do with some 
enthusiasm. 

So I undertook a study and amassed quite a body of 
data, using a technique of questionnaire followed by 
more in-depth interview. The data are still in the process 
of collation — one does not approach that with quite the 
same enthusiasm — but in the meantime I certainly have 
plenty of thoughts on this most fascinating of subjects. 
And when your editor asked me... 

To get back to Tom, what precisely was the attraction 
that overcame his dislike for ‘all that horse shit’? He 
grinned when I put the direct question. Like most of my 
interviewees he was not shy about talking once I had ex- 
plained that it was a bona fide scientific study with of 
course no names in my planned publication. He grinned 
and replied that he simply liked watching them. Wat- 
ching the ladies’ bottoms. Gazing at them from frequent- 
ly very close quarters as he helped them up or adjusted 
this and that. Female bottoms in skin-tight jodhpurs, 
with the brief thin knickers clearly outlined underneath. 
That was what really turned Tom on. He didn’t have to 
do any more than get a good close look at them — 
although he might occasionally get the opportunity, the 
excuse, to get his hand one one. He was turned on by 
them all: the younger women and also the more mature, 
frequently broader-seated ones. He seemed to go around 
in a state of almost constant excitement at the stables, 
ie. frequently with an erection. Anticipating this he 
usually wore a loose jacket of some sort, an anorak or 
Barbour, to hide his aroused state. And it was not un- 
common for him to have to wander off into the privacy 
of one of the tackrooms to masturbate. 

Tom made an apologetic face at this point and wanted to 
know if I thought he was a nut case. I said if he was a 
good proportion of the human race were also nutters in 
one way or another. But what about fantasies, I asked. 
Did he have fantasies beyond the mere looking? 

Yes he certainly did. Fantasies centred around taking 
those jodhpurs down, and the tight knickers beneath. 
Fantasies of taking the female clients into the tack room 
or one of the barns and making them bend over, bare 
bottom. Then belabouring those ripe female haunches 
with the flat of his hand or putting a riding crop to good 
use. Fantasies also of intercourse with the bent-over, 
submissive girl or woman. 

All of this of course was clear male dominance fantasy. 
I asked Tom if there was anything else and he said yes. 


Sometimes, especially with a good looking maturer 
woman, in her 40s perhaps, he liked to think of her 
dominating him. Sitting astride his face for instance in 
those tightly-strained riding trousers. And maybe also 
using her riding crop on him if he didn’t instantly want 
to agree to this. 

So Tom in fact could go either way in his fantasies. He 
could dominate and yet he also liked to imagine being 
dominated. That I found in my investigations was rare. 
An individual could want one or the other, and it seem- 
ed that a uniform on a woman could easily excite either 
reaction, but being able to go in both directions was, in 
my experience, quite uncommon. 

Before we leave Tom B. I will mention that I asked him 
if he had ever had an actual experience with one of the 
riding stable clients. He said yes, one, a married lady in 
her late 30s. He had intercourse with her in one of the 
barns. Typically, I think, of Tom’s rather obsessive 
behaviour with its fetishistic aspects, though he enjoyed 
the intercourse he was just as much turned on by the 
preliminary business of taking the woman’s riding 
trousers and knickers down. As in his fantasies and em- 
phasising his overriding interest in the female bottom, he 
had intercourse from the rear with the woman bending 
over. 

The riding uniform, for clearly it is a uniform, was a 
source of fascination to many of the men I spoke to. 
The interest was always the same: the skin-tight riding 
trousers emphasising a girl’s or woman’s bottom. For 
some there was the added attraction of the leather boots 
and the fact that she had a riding crop in her hand, but 
the display of female bottom was always the overriding 
attraction. 

This factor was central to almost all the responses that I 
got: a uniform usually drew attention to the wearer’s 
body and emphasised its sexual characteristics. Thus all 
military-type uniforms — army, airforce, WRENS, 
policewomen, etc — tend to emphasise the wearer’s 
breasts and bottom, setting their fullness off against a 
tightly constricted wait. And of course a very similar 
outfit is worn by that other powerful attraction: the air- 
line stewardess. But let us first look at the services. 
Kevin R. was fascinated by all service-women’s 
uniforms but most especially for the navy WRENS. He 
was in his 40s, a local government officer, and had 
grown up in Portsmouth. Yes, clearly a good place to 
find numbers of young WRENS and it was in those for- 
mative years of adolescence that Kevin had become fix- 
ated on young women in uniform. Pretty young women 
in the trim, severe but so attractive dark jacket and skirt 
moulding breasts and buttocks, topped by that prim hat 
nestling perhaps on springing curls, while below were 
shapely legs in sheer, shimmering stockings. Throbbing 
with excitement Kevin, no doubt like other teenage lads, 
had spent most of his spare time on the look-out for 
young WRENS. Spying on them, following choice 
specimens, his eyes glued to the tick-tocking buttocks 
and those nyloned calves, dark seams climbing up into 
the mysteries beyond the hem of the WREN’s skirt. 

All this furtive following was sometimes noticed and 
more than once the object of his excitement would turn 
and in no uncertain terms tell our young hero to clear 
off. But on one memorable occasion the response was 
different. The girl waited round a corner and collared 
him. What did he think he was doing, etc., but not in 
the same angry tones as the others. She said perhaps she 
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should report him, but her eyes were smiling. What she 
in fact did was what he had fantasised about on 
numerous occasions. She took him into a secluded cor- 
ner and lifted that tantalising skirt, to show him stocking 
tops, white thighs, suspender straps, and the brief 
knickers above. And what she then did, still smiling and 
calling him a naughty boy, was to unzip his trousers and 
masturbate his throbbing member. 

This experience naturally just about blew inexperienced 
Kevin’s mind. It only happened the once because he 
never saw that particular girl again (he thinks she was 
only temporarily there), but clearly it greatly reinforced 
his obsession with girls in uniform. An obsession that 
has remained with him ever since. 

What was the attraction for Kevin? Could he be specific 
and pinpoint it? What for instance did he want to do to 
girls in uniform, supposing that he was free to do 
whatever he wanted? Actually it seemed Kevin didn’t 
want to do very much. He didn’t fantasise about screw- 
ing them for instance, or caning or whipping them as 
many men do. Neither on the other hand did he imagine 
his dream uniform-girls doing very much to him. 
Kevin's main fantasy was of being a very rich man who 
recruited a group of pretty girls to be in attendance on 
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his estate. Naturally they were in a uniform — which 
was very much like a WREN’s uniform. The girls didn’t 
have to do very much, except take part in daily drill 
sessions in which they marched up and down. 
Sometimes the marching sessions were done without the 
girls wearing their skirts or knickers. 

There were also exercise sessions as well, which were 
merely a variant on the drill sessions. Sometimes he 
would call a girl, or perhaps two, into his private 
quarters for extra exercise sessions. The girls would be 
made to perform exercises that were especially revealing 
of their bottoms and also their private parts. Upside- 
down cycling for instance with the girl on her back on 
the carpet or table top and with no knickers on was a 
special favourite. But in none of these fantasies did he 
have actual intercourse with the girls. 

All of this was fantasy but Kevin said that if he ever got 
any money together — a win on the pools say — he 
would put his dreams into practice. There was no law 
against what he wanted to do, he assured me, and I 
agreed that there wasn't. Kevin had in fact already done 
something of the sort when a couple of years back he 
had employed a girl as housekeeper. After she had been 
in the job for a few weeks he had persuaded her to wear 


a WREN’s uniform that he had got hold of. Once he 
had accomplished that it wasn't too difficult to get her to 
do some marching and drilling — in his lounge. Getting 

her to take off skirt and knickers was not so easy, but 
he had finally managed it with the aid of extra wages. 
Soon after that however the girl’s boyfriend found out 

and made her leave. 
Another keen military uniform man was Major George 

C., perhaps not too surprising in view of the military 

background. He was in his 60s and had retired from the 
army some 10 years earlier. During his career he had 
managed to put a number of female ranks through their 
paces and this included use of the cane. Not something 
laid down in Queen's Regulations no doubt but there are 
always those situations where a person is sufficiently 
desperate, for whatever reason, to agree to anything. 
Major C. had caned three ATS privates and one female 
second lieutenant, all on the bare bottom. In each case 
he made them remove their uniform skirt plus slip and 
Knickers to leave them in just jacket, shoes and stock- 
ings and suspender belt. 

It is worth noting in this the Major’s typical fascination 
with stockings and suspender belt which, underpinning 
the actual uniform, become very much part of it and to 
an extent can even supersede it in attractiveness. The 
suspender belt is of course a powerful fantasy garment 
with bondage-type elements in that it straps the female 
body in while at the same time leaving it open and 
vulnerable. Uniform lovers mostly look upon tights as a 
disaster and have been overjoyed to see stockings make 
a come-back in fashion in recent years. 

Major C.”s interest in uniforms and the cane did not end 
on his leaving the army. He subsequently spent some 
years in Burma on a tea plantation in which his family 
had an interest. The girls there might not normally be in 
uniform but they were comely and docile towards an 
authoritarian English male. They would submit to the 
cane in other words, in fact a good deal more readily 
than the average ATS private. And the uniform was not 
a problem; Major C. bought up a stock of proper British 
ATS uniforms, by some kind of unofficial deal, and ar- 
rayed his local beauties in them — or at least in the 
uniform jackets, suspender belts and stockings. Burma 
was no doubt a real home from home. 

But he was not back in Blighty, complete with precious 
uniforms. Did I think he might find suitable British 
girls? I said I was sure he would. Girls will agree to 
most things, certainly dressing up in a uniform and ac- 
cepting a little caning — if the price is right. 

Military uniforms, as I have indicated, very frequently 
came at the top of the list of objects of admiration — in- 
deed of veneration. The examples I have quoted were 
typical, but also very common was the situation where 
the interest was not confined to sexual overtone aspects 
but included sex (intercourse) itself, the individual either 
fantasising about having sex with the object of his desire 
or attempting to actually attain it. With this very great 
interest evidently shown in them, both by their fellow 
servicemen and by civilians, women service personnel, 
ATS, WRENS etc, must lead very full sex lives, or at 
least have the opportunity to do so. It would be in- 
teresting to hear from any such young women on this 
point. 

A number of my interviewees were married to ser- 
vicewomen, partly as a result of their own interest in the 
uniform, and they were mostly very aware of their 
aspect and generally defensive. They had attained the 
object of their desire but when the young wife remained 
in her job, ie in uniform, there was at once the problem 
of other men. She couldn’t be locked up and hidden 
away and what had been so overwhelmingly attractive to 
himself — the firm-fleshed buttocks in the tight skirt, 
the trim waist, the nyloned legs — was now on display 


for everyone else. 

Some men had solved the problem by making their wife 
leave the service but others hadn’t, or couldn’t. I ap- 
proached this area cautiously but there was evidently 
frequently a lot of anxiety in the situation. A man could 
be pretty sure his uniformed wife was going to be pro- 
positioned, and of course many men do have the idea 
that servicewomen are easy sexually. Was she saying No 
all the time — or maybe just now and then being per- 
suaded to let one of the ravenous pack have a taste? 

I managed to talk to one such young wife, a uniformed 
airforcewoman with a young husband in the same ser- 
vice. She was a pretty girl of 24 with fluffy blonde hair 
and an attractive trim but full-buttocked figure, and pro- 
bably being so attractive she was going to excite interest 
anyway. Sharon did get very frequent overtures and pro- 
positions, both from fellow servicemen and from 
civilians, and she herself considered it was largely on 
account of the uniform. A lot of men did find the 
uniform attractive and sexy but, making a face, she add- 
ed that they also mostly thought servicewomen were sex- 
ually free and easy. They thought a girl in a uniform, 
married or not, could be persuaded to have sex with vir- 
tual strangers, in contrast of course to the typical girl or 
young housewife in civilian clothes. 

Sharon herself, on being pressed and assured once again 
that we were talking in complete confidence, was 
prepared to admit to having allowed a businessman from 
the nearby town to take her out to dinner and to screw 
her afterwards, during a period when her husband was 
away on a course. The man had wanted her to wear her 
uniform for dinner but she had refused for fear of being 
recognised. As the next best option she had to bring the 
uniform with her and put it on afterwards in the hotel 
room, and then remove just her skirt and knickers for 
intercourse. Sharon had also, in two years of marriage, 
had a caning experience with one of the officers at the 
camp. She said she believed a number of other young 
women there had agreed to the same thing: letting him 
cane them across their knickers and also on the bare 
bottom. Sharon claimed it was really only a joke and he 
didn’t want anything else; but joke or not she certainly 
hadn't told her husband. The caning had taken place on 
a number of occasions and she had had intercourse twice 
with the businessman. These were, she claimed, her on- 
ly instances of infidelity. 

It is impossible to generalise from a single instance and 
Sharon had probably done no more than what many 
young civilian women do. Yet there is no doubt that 
uniformed servicewomen are frequently regarded as be- 
ing more promiscuous. Why should this be? Is it con- 
nected with the uniform? 

I think it is. The uniform undoubtedly adds something to 
the perception of its wearer, and I don't merely mean in 
showing off her bottom to good advantage. She becomes 
something else in the uniform. She becomes part of the 
army, or whatever, and therefore less completely the 
possession of her husband. And in this less tightly bound 
situation it is easy to conceive of her being more readily 
amenable to extra-marital intercourse — or indeed being 
prepared to accept, for example, a caning from a 
disciplinary enthusiast. 

It is noteworthy, I think, that other much admired 
uniformed girls/women are also commonly regarded as 
“easy lays”. Airline stewardesses are a notable case in 
point, popularly imagined as spending most of their time 
in flight either in the loo screwing favoured (First Class 
of course) passengers or alternatively forward with the 
pilot providing a similar service for him. And not far 
behind in the screwing stakes, as perceived by the public 
at least, are nurses and uniformed shop girls. But I can 
perhaps wait until a second article to provide some in- 
stances of these. 
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REPARATIONS 


‘Oh dear, oh dear,’ said Mr Beavins. 

But he didn’t look really mad. Or 
sound it. He wasn't doing his nut. Melin- 
da chewed her lip. Her full, soft, lower 
lip, half of a delicious, sensuous look- 
ing mouth. Like a juicy plum, but 
nonetheless being unhappily chewed at 
this moment. An outward sign of inner 
agitation. Behind those sweetly jutting 
boobs Melinda’s heart was really pump- 
ing. Well. 

Mr Beavins shook his head and said 
another ‘Oh dear.’ He seemed to be tak- 
ing it all right though. Considering. 

But then it hadn't come as a shock. He 
had suspected it and laid this trap. These 
itemised accounts now lying on his desk. 
Showing without a shadow of a doubt 
that Melinda had been fiddling the till, 
for a couple of months at least. Melinda 
looked again at this damning evidence 
and then down at the floor. 

More head shakings. ‘You’ve been a 
very naughty girl, Melinda. A very silly 
girl. Mmmm?” 

She couldn't deny it. Though she had 
tried at first. Protestations of shocked in- 
nocence, but then Mr Beavins had 
carefully explained his evidence. So 
there was no point lying. There was 
nothing she could say. The pretty face 
flushing. She was a pretty girl. With that 
fruity pink mouth. And also the lovely, 
no doubt also fruity, tits pushing out her 
blouse front. My oh my, what was he 
goind to do with her, Mr Beavins 
wondered. Although of course he had a 
very good idea. 

She shook her head, a now abject ‘I 
don't know,’ when he mildly inquired 
why she would do such a thing. Well it 
was obvious, she wanted the money. She 
was a greedy, dishonest young thing; but 
there was not a lot of point saying that. 

Mr Beavins pursing his lips. That mild 
voice: ‘I should go to the police, of 
course. That is the proper action. What 
one is supposed to do.” 

Oh God! The thought. Her mum, 
everyone. ‘No! No please.’ 

What then? 

At his house. That evening. “We must 
have something,” Mr Beavins had said. 
‘Something. Eh, Melinda? I mean if 
we're not taking the matter to the pro- 
per authorities. That's only right, isn't 
it? And also for your own good.” 

The plummy voice gravely pronounc- 
ing it: For your own good. When of 
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course Mr Beavins had in mind 
something highly diverting and indeed 
stimulating for himself. Not that Melin- 
da was to know this, at that moment. 
She had mumbled some sort of agree- 
ment. Anything except the police. 
Anything? Well not really. But Mr 
Beavins wasn't going to do anything 
awful, was he? He wasn't a bad sort of 
bloke and he did seem to be taking all 
this very reasonably. And of course he 


did have that evidence. 

So she had gone round to his place. 
Seven o’clock like he said. Telling her 
mum she was going out with Bob. She 
hadn’t been there before: a big house in 
an expensive district oftown. She found 
it all right though. What was Mr Beavins 
going to want? He hadn’t said. He hadn’t 
said he wanted her to pay the money back 
either. Which was just as well; she 
couldn't, she had spent it. Melinda felt 


just a bit apprehensive. 

When she found out it came as a real 
shock. He showed it to her right away 
after taking her through to that plush 
lounge. The uniform. And certainly not 
the sort of uniform she wore in the shop. 
No, it was a maid’s uniform. A white 
blouse and one of those short, slinky 
black skirts, and black stockings and 
suspender belt. A little frilly white apron. 
A pair of black stiletto heels. Also a fun- 


ny little maid’s cap. 

“Pm going to have you do some 
housework for me, Melinda. As a little 
punishment. You're going to come round 
and work here in the evenings.” 

Yes, a real shock and she didn’t at all 
like the idea. That uniform. The stock- 
ings and sexy suspender belt. She also 
saw a pair of very brief white knickers. 
No, she didn’t like it. Chewing at that 
pouting pink lip again. Mr Beavins feel- 
ing a very pleasant hot tingle of 
anticipation. 

‘If you prefer of course we can still go 
to you-know-who.” 

But naturally a girl was not going to 
prefer that. Melinda giving him a darting 
glance from beneath fluttering lashes. 
Slowly shaking her head at that 
suggestion. 

‘Right then. Let's get you changed. 
You can go up to the bedroom if you 
like. Or you can change here.” 

What, in front of him? No thanks. 

‘Ah, delightful.’ 

She did look delightful. Just as he had 
imagined it. A highly arousing sight as 
she came hesitantly down the stairs. Oh 
my. The blouse fitted nice and tightly, 
as he had imagined it would. Well, it was 
a size 10 and Melinda was not a small 
girl. Certainly not small where the tits 
were concerned. He had often felt a 
strong urge to give them a quick fondle. 
A little jiggle. And of course there was 
also her bottom. Melinda’s quite splen- 
did bottom. It was Melinda’s bottom that 
Mr Beavins was thinking about even 
more than those tits. 

Yes, that bottom. Under the slinky 
black skirt. Oh dear me yes. Plans for 
that. Right away? Why not? 

‘Lovely, Melinda... Absolutely lovely. 
Don’t you think?” 

No she didn't. The funny cap she 
especially didn't like. And then the stock- 
ings and suspender belt. Melinda wasn't 
happy about that either. She had never 
worn them before. They made you 
feel...vulnerable. Your bare thighs under 
that short skirt. 

Mr Beavins close up. Smiling. Well 
why not? She wasn't going to say 
anything, was she? Make a complaint. 
No, she had been a naughty, dishonest 
girl. She had better behave herself. 
‘Mmmm...’ His hand came up. And slid 
over that tight blouse front. Alarmed, 
Melinda stepped back. Causing them to 
jump. Her tits. Like two disturbed young 
creatures in there. Boisterous young 
puppy-dogs? 

‘Don’t be silly, Melinda. Don’t be so 
nervous. À maid...stands nice and still 
when her employer is...ah...checking 
her outfit. I can see you’ve got a bit to 
learn. Because I want you to be a proper 
maid during these evening visits. Obe- 
dient and disciplined. Understand that?” 

The ripeness of her lower lip drawn up 
under immaculate white teeth. The big 
blue eyes not happy. Mr Beavins had 


deliberately felt her tits. And now... 

‘I merely...ah...want to check the fit 
of this blouse.” The hand again. The 
same but more. Bolder. Well you had to 
be. Make the point clear. Taking a good 
grip of one soft but firm puppy dog. 
Squeezing gently. Feeling its weight. Oh 
yes, a lovely, healthy young specimen. 
A whimpering sound from Melinda. But 
not jerking away. Mr Beavins took hold 
of the other. A man testing choice fruit 
in the market. Yes I'll take these two. 

‘An excellent fit, Melinda. And you 
are a lovely big girl, aren’t you.’ 

No answer offered. Nice Mr Beavins 
who was quite deliberately feeling her tits 
was not so nice after all. 

‘Yes.’ Letting go now. ‘Now 
something else, my dear. What a maid 
has to have from time to time. To make 
sure she is obedient. Eh?. A smacked 
bottom.’ 

What. What? That smile like a 


Cheshire cat on Mr Beavins smooth face. 
‘Yes. And of course for what we've 
done. So we’ll do it now. Give you an 
early taste of it. Right? Get that skirt off 
then. And...ah...the knickers too I think. 
You can keep the apron on if you wish.’ 

‘NO!’ The shocked word popping out 
from ripe lips. He couldn’t mean it. 

Couldn’t he? Oh yes he could. Yes in- 
deed Mr Beavins could. Had he not day- 
dreamed of it ever since Melinda came 
to the shop to work? That brisk bottom 
under her assistant’s overall. Moving 
smartly, swaying, with it seemed a life 
of its own as she went about her duties. 
As indeed she then went about the 
business of fiddling the till. There had 
been the very evident tits too and he had 
day-dreamed about them. But mostly her 
bottom. Over his lap. Over his dining 
table, or the arm of a chair... 

‘Melinda: we are remembering that we 
have to be sensible, I hope. And I’m sure 
you must agree it is the least you can ex- 
pect. After that rather unfortunate 
business.’ 

‘Please...’ Beseeching. The ripe 
mouth, the big blue eyes, those blonde 
curls. What a picture. To go straight to 
a man’s heart. Unfortunately though it 
only made Melinda more irresistible. 
The thought of her bottom. Her pristine 
hindquarters. Mr Beavins trembling a lit- 
tle. His blood rushing hotly here and 
there. ‘Come on. I am afraid we have to.” 

Ah. Oh. Hot-faced Melinda obeying. 
Hands at the fastening of her skirt. The 
apron of course was not going to cover 
anything. Well hardly anything. It might 
reach as far as her pussy. Hot-faced 
Melinda was undoubtedly thinking along 
the same lines as Mr Beavins. And at her 
rear. Nothing. If Mr Beavins really 
meant take off her knickers. The skirt 
sliding down over full hips. There were 
the very brief knickers...and an awful lot 
of white flesh. Its whiteness made more 
white, more vulnerable, by the black 
suspender belt. And the black stockings 
taut around the thighs. Stepping out of 
the skirt. 

Not looking at him. Conscious of all 
she was showing. But at least she still 
had...Not that they amounted to very 
much. But at least she wasn’t bare. And 
Mes. 

‘Knickers, Melinda. Knickers off.” 

Standing cringing. The apron did, just, 
cover her. In front. But behind...there 
was just Melinda. The splendid bare 
cheeks of her bottom. Which Mr Beavins 
was planning to spank. Holding the apron 
in place, in case perhaps some sudden 
current of air might waft it up. But con- 
scious above all of her ripe and un- 
protected bare bum. 

‘Good, Melinda. Now turn, would 
you. Let's have a look at it.’ 

Could anything be more dreadful than 
having to show a man your bare bottom? 
With below the taut black stockings, the 
high black stiletto heels, to emphasise its 
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roundness. Its soft whiteness. Its 
supreme smackableness. A little moan of 
desperation, of despair, from the ripe 
pink lips. This was unbelievably awful. 
Though what was to come... 

‘It is a very smackable one, Melinda. 
Isn't it? In fact I don’t think...’ A squeal. 
Mr Beavins was suddenly there. And his 
hand...‘No, I don’t think there could 
possibly be...” He was holding her bot- 
tom. ‘A more smackable one.’ 

Mr Beavins’ hand gripping the bare 
cheek. Jiggling it. Jiggling and joggling. 
Then: SMACK!...A yelp. 

‘Lovely, Melinda. You really do have 
a lovely one.’ Another sharp SMACK! 
Should he? Now? It was a great tempta- 
tion. But maybe even better to wait. 
Savour it. Make her wait for it. With that 
beautiful bum ready and waiting. Yes, 
that would be even better. 
SMACK!...Again. Another squeal. 

‘A little bit of maid’s business first, 
Melinda. Before we get to work on this 
naughty bottom. Dustpan and brush in 
the kitchen. You’ll see them. Bring "em 
in here and go over this floor. Make sure 
there's no speck of dust.’ 

The spanking wasn’t much later. Half 
an hour perhaps. That was all Mr 
Beavins could wait. Of course he didn’t 
make things any easier for himself. Not 
if he wanted to wait longer. You didn’t 
make things easier by following her 
around. Following that plump, thrust-up 
bare bottom around. Checking, Mr 
Beavins told her. He was checking. Yes, 
but not making matters easier. The full, 
white bottom raised high as she bent, 
kneeling, over her dustpan. But then 
perhaps Mr Beavins wasn’t planning on 
waiting too long. 
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